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SCEVF— 4n Abartwent in FREFMAN'S Houge. 
L AEEMAN and LOV EL, entering. 
F ena. 


A Country boy! ha, ha, ha 
tins scheme been in your head ? 
Lov. Some time, —t am now convinced of what 


How long has 


you have otten been hinting to me, that 1 ain con- 
toundedly cheated by my servants. p 

Free, Oh, are you satisfied at last, Mr. Lovel? 1 
always told you, that there is not a worse set ot ser- 
vants in the parish of St. James's, than in your 
kitchen, 

Lov. Tis with some difficulty I believe it now, 
Mr. Freeman; though, 1 must own, my expences 
often make me stare. Philip, I am sure is an ho- 
nest fellow; and I will swear for my blacks.—If 
there is a rogue among my folks, it is that surly dog 
Tom, 
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Free. You are mistaken in every one. Philip is 
an hypocritical rascal! Tom has a good deal of sur- 
ly honesty about him; and for your blacks, they are 
as bad as your whites. 

Lov. Prithee, Freeman, how came you to be 0 
well acquainted with my people? None of the 
wenches are handsome enough to move the aftec. 
tuons of a middle-aged gentleman as you are—ha, ha, 
hal 

Free. You are a young man, Mr. Lovel, and take 
a pride in a number of idle unnecessary servants, 
who are the plague and reproach of this kingdom. 

Lov. Charles, you are an old-fashion'd fellow. 
Servants a plague and reproach! ha, ha, hal I 
would have forty more, if my house would hold them. 
Why, man, in Jamaica, before 1 was ten years old, I 
had a hundred blacks kissing my feet every day. 

Free. You gentry of the Western Isles are high- 
mettled ones, and love pomp and parade.—1 have 
Seen it delight your soul, when the people in the 
Street have stared at your equipage ; especially if they 
whispered loud enough to be heard, © That is squire 
& Lovel, the great West Indian” —ha, ha, ha! 

Lov. I should be very sorry if we were as splenetic 
as you northern islanders, who are devoured with 
melancholy and fog—ha, ha, ha ! No, Sir, we are 
children of the sun, and are born to dittuse the 


bounteous favour which our noble pareut is picased 


to bestow on us. 
Free. I wish you had more of your noble parent's 
regularity, and less of his fire. As it is, vou conzume 
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so fast, that not one in twenty of you live to be fifty 
years old. 

Lov. But in that fifty we live two hundred, my 
dear; mark that—————-But to business—I am re- 
solved upon my trolic I will know whether my 
servants are rogues or not, It they are, V1! bastinado 
the rascals ; it not, 1 think 1 onght to pay for my im- 
pertinence.— Pray tell me, is not your Robert 
acquainted with my people? Perhaps he may give a 
little light into the thing. 

Free, To tell you the truth, Mr. Lovel, your ser— 
vants are so abandoned, that 1 have torbid hun vour 
house, —However, it you have a mind to ask him 
any question, he shall be forth-coming. 

Lov. Let us have him. 

Free. You shall: but it is an hundred to one if 
you get any thing out of him; tor though he is a 
very honest fellow,yet he is 50 much of ascrvant,that 
he'll never tell any thing to the disadvantage oi an- 
other. Who waits? (Euter Sruant.) Send 
Robert to me. (Exit Servant.)—And what was it 
determin'd you upon this project at last ? 


Lov. This letter. It is an anonymous one, and 
so ought not to be regarded; but it has something 
honest in it, and put me upon satisty ing my curiosity 


——— Recad it. [Gies the letter. 
Free, I should know something of this hand— 
[ Reads. 


« To Peregrine Lovel, Esq, 
Please your honour, 


I take tlie liberty to acquaint your honour, that 


— 


1 —— 
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« you are sadly cheated by your servants. 


Your 
« honour will hnd it as I say——1 am not willing to 


% be known; whercot, if I am, it may bring one in- 
« to trouble. 
©« So no more, from your honour's 
© Servant to command.” 
— Odd 2nd honest! Wetll—and now what are the 
steps you imtend to take? [Returns the letter, 

Lov. shall immediately apply to my friend the 
manager [or a disguise. Under the form of a gaw- 
ky country boy, 1 will be an eye-witness of my ser- 
vants behaviour.—Y ou must assist me, Mr. Free- 
man. 

Free. As how, Mr. Lovel? 

Lov. Ny plan is this l gave it out that I was go- 
ing to my borough in Devonshire; and vezterday set 
out with my Servant in great torm, and lav at Basing- 
stoke.— 

Free, Wel! 

Lov. I ordered the fellow to make the best of his 
way down into the country, and told him that 1 
would follow him; instead of that, I turn'd back, 
and am just come to town : Ecce rgrum ! 

: [ Pot: to its boots. 

Free. It is now one o'clock. 

Lov. This very afternoon I Shall pay my people a 
visit. 

Free, How will you get in? 

Lew. When I am properly habited, you shall get 
me introduced to Philip as one of your tenants sons, 
w ho wants to be made a good servant ot. 
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Free. They will certainly discover you. 

Lov. Never tcar; VII be so countrity'd, that von 
chall not know me. As they are thoroughly per- 
szuaded 1 am many miles of, they'll be more easily 
imposed on. Ten to one but they begin to celebrate 
my departure with a drinking bout, it they ue what 
you describe them 

Free, Shall you be able to play your part. 

Lov. I am surprized, Mr. Freeman, that you who 


have known me from my intancy, should not remem- 
ber my abilities in that way,—* But you old telluws 
have Short memories. 

Free. What Should I remember ? 

« Lov. How 1 play'd Daniel in the Conscious 
Lovers at school, and atterwa:ds arriv'd at the dis- 
tinguished Character of the mighty Mr. Scrub— 

[ Mimiching., 
Enough 


Free. Ha, ha, ha! that is very well 
 ——— ere is Robert, 


Enter ROBERT. 


Rob. Your honour ordered me to wait on you, 

Free, I did, Robert. Kober: 

Rob. Sir 

Free. Come here.—-You know, Robert, I have a 
good opinion of your integrity. 

Rob. I have always endeavoured that your honour 
Shonld. 

Free. Pray, have not you some acquaintance among 
Mr. Lovel's people ? 

Reb. A little, please your honour. 
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Frec. How do they behave ?— We have nobody 
but friends —you may speak out. 
Lov. Av, Robert, speak out, 


Rob. L hope vour honours will not insist on my SAY < 
ing anything in an affair of this kind, 


Lov. Oh, but we do insist, it you know any thino 


Rob. Sir, I am but a servant myselt : and it would 


not become me to speak 11] of a brother-servant. 
Free. Psha! t! 
Ru. Don't oblige me, good Sir. — —( onsider, Sir 
a servant's breuad depends upon his carackter 


11S is tale honesty— speak ont, 


b 


Lon. But if a sxervant uses me H __z 
Rob. Alas, Sir! what is one man' 


s POLSON is an- 
other man's meat. 


Fro. You see how they trim for one another. 
Rob. Service, Sir, is no inheritance. —A ccrvant 
that is not approv 'd in one place, mav give: 
tion in another. Every body must Eve, vour honuir 
Lov. I like your heartiness as well as Vour Caution; 


1 


but, in my case, it is nece 
truth. 
Rod. The truth, Sir 


times; it may bring v1 


ry that hould know the 
is not to be spoken at all 
ne into trouble, whereot if— 

Free. (Mugng) “ Whereof it ”—Prav, Mr. Lovel, 
let me see that letter again,—( Love! gutes the letter.) 
—Aye-ᷣ—it must be 50 It 


Nobert 
I 


Free., Bo you Frou ans thing 01 this letter? 
Rob. Letter, your honour ? 


Free. Ye , Ictter. 
Rob. I have seen the hand before. 
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Lov, He blushes! 

Free, 1 ask you, if vou were concern'd in writing 
tis letter ?—Y ou never told me a lic yet, and 1 ex- 
pect the truth tom you now. 

Rob. Pray, vour honour, don't ak me. 

Free, Did you write 11! —Answer we. 

Rob. 1 cannot deny 1t. [ Rowing. 

Lov. What induc'd vou to it? 

Rob. I will tell truth. ———1 have seen soch waste 
and extravagance, and riG©t ana drunken: S. 1 Loser 
kitchen, Sir, that, as ni master's friend, 1 could not 
help discovering it to You, 

Lov. Go on. 

Reb. 1 am $orrv to say it to your honour, but your 
honour is not only unnposed on, but laughed at by all 
your Servants, especially by Philip, who is a—very 
bad man. 

Lov. Philip? An ungratetul dog — Well? 

Rob. I could not presume to speak to your honour ; 
reſore 1 resoli'd, though but a poor scribe, 
to write your honour a letter. 

Lov. Robert, |] am greatly indebted to YOU. 
Here— Leers money. 

Rob. On any other account than this, I Should be 
proud to receive your honour's bounty; but now 1 
beg to be.excus'd. | Rr fusr's the mM ney. 

Lov. Thou hast a noble heart, Robert, and I i: not 
forget vou.——Freeman, he must be in the <ecret.— 
Wait Your master's orders. 

Rab. I will, your honour. LExit. 

Free, Well, Sir, are you convinc'd now ? 


| 
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Lov. Convinc'd? Yes; and I'Il be among the 
scoundrels betore-nizht.—You or Robert must con. 
trive some way or other to get me introduc'd to Phi. 
ip as one of your cottager's boys out of Essex. 

Free. Ha, ha, ha! you'll make a fine figure. 

Lov. They shall make a fine figure. It must be 
done this afternoon: walk with me e across the park, 
and I'll tell you the whole. My name shall be 
Femmy;—and I am come to be a gentleman's servant 
—and will do my best, and hope to get a good carack- 
ter. [ Minuching, 

Free. But what will you do if you find them ras. 
cals? 

Lov. Discover myself, and blow them all to the 
devil. 

Free. Ha, ha, ha! ——Bravo——Jemmy——Bra- 
vo, ha, ha! [ Exeunt, 


Come along. 


SCENE—The Park, 


DvuKt's SERVANT. 

What wretches art ordinary Servants, that go on 
in the same vulgar track every day! eating, workings 
and sleeping !—But we, who have the honour to 
serve the nobility, are of another species. We are 
above the common forms, have servants to wait up- 
on us, and are as lazy and luxurious as our masters. 
—Ha!—my dear Sir Harry 


(Enter Sir Harry's SERVANT.) 
io have you donc these thousand years ? 


7. 


m 
V 
m 
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Sir Har. My Lord Duke! - your grace's most obe- 
dient Servant. 

Duke. Well, baronet, and where have you been ? 

Sir Har. At Newmarket, my Lord. We have 
had dev'lish hne sport. 

Duke. And a good appearance, I hear—pox take 
it, 1 should have been there; but our old duchess 
died, and we were obhged to Keep house for the de- 
cency of the thing. 

Sir Hor. I pick'd up fifteen pieces. 

Duke. Psha! a wific ! 

Sir Har. The viscounts people have been bloodily 
taken in this meeting. 

Duke. Credit me, baronet; they know nothing of 
the turt. 

Str Har, I assure you, my lord, they lost ev'ry 
match; tor Crab was beat hollow, Careless threw his 
rider, and Miss Slammerkin had the distemper. 

Duke. Ha, ha, i:a! I'm glad on't.——T ate this 
muff, Sir Harry. [Offers hes box, 

Sir Har. "Tis good rapee. 

Duke, Right Strasburg, I assure you, and of my 
own importing. 

Sir Har. Aye! \ 

Duke. The city people adulterate it so confound - 
edly, that I always import my own snuff.—I wih 
my lord would do the same; but he is so indolent.— 
When did you see the girls? I saw lady Bab this 
morning; but, fore Gad, whether it be love or 
reading, she look'd as pale as a penitent. 

Sir Har. I have just had this card from Lovel's 

B 
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people ——=f Reads.) « Ph ip and Mrs. Kitty pre. 
„% gent their compliments to Sir Harry, aud desire 
„the honour of his company this evening, to be of 2 
„smart party, and cat a bit of supper.“ 

Duke. 1 have the ane invitation. — Their master, 
it scems, is gone to his borough. 

Sir Har. Youll be with us, my Lord — p. 
lip's a blood. 

Dette. A buck of the first head. III ten 8 


11 4 *. 
cret, he's going to be married. 

Sir Har. To v hom? 

Duke. Lo Kitty. 

Sr Har. Not! 

Duke. Yes, he is; and IT intend to cuckold h 


r Har. Ihen we may depend upon your < 
tor certain. Ha, ha, ha! 


Dt. Ii our house breaks up in a tolerable time, 


* 


I be with you. Have you an thing for u 

Sin Har. Yes, a little bit of poetry. co] ma 
be at the cocoa-tree myself till eight. 

Duke, Hleigh, ho! l am quite out of spirit — I had 
2 damn'd debauch last night, bare net. Lord 
Francis, Bob the bishop, and I, tipt off tour bottles of 
Burgundy a picce.—Ha! there are two fine girls 
coming! Faith—lady Bab—aye and lady Charlotte. 

| [is tes Out las T1235. 

Sir Har. We'll not join them. 

Das. O yes Bab is a fine wench notwithstand- 
ing her complexion; though I should be glad she 
Your English 
women are damm'd negligent about their teeth, 


How i yo! Cl: lotte in that particular ? 


would Keep her teeth cleaner. 
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Sir Har. My Charlotte 

Duke. Ay, the world says you are to have her. 

Sir lar. 1 own 1 did keep her company, but we 
are off, my Lord. 

Duty. How 802 

Sir Har. Between you and me, she has a plaguy 
thick par of legs. 

Duke, Oh! damn it—that's insufferable. 

Sir Har. Besides, she's a fool, and miss'd her op- 
portunity with the old countess. 

Dyke. I am afraid, baronet, vou love money——Rof 
it, I never save a shilling.—Indeed 1 am sute of 2 
place in th: excise.— LA Charlotte is to be of the 
party to- night; how do you manage that? 

Sir Har. Why, we do meet at a third place; are 
ver civil, and look queer, and laugh, and abus one 
another, and u | that 

Duke. A-la-mode, ba! — Here thev are. 

Sir Har. Let us retire. Livy retire. 


Enter Lady BAB'S Mary ard Lady CHARLOTTES 
MAID. 

L. Bab. Oh ke, lady Charlotte you are quite in- 
delicate; 1 am sorry for your taste. 

L. Char, Well, I say it again, 1 love V anxhait. 

I. BGS. O my stars! Why, there is nobody there 
but filthy citizens. 

L. Char, We were in hopes the raising the price 
would have Kept them out, ha, ha, ha! 

I. B:5. Ila, li, ha !-—-Runclow for my money. 


B 2 
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L. Char. Now you talk of Runelow, when did you 
See the colonel, lady Bab ? 

L. Pah. The colonel! I hate the fellow.—He had 
the assurance to talk of a creature in Gloustershire, 
before my face. 

L. Char, Ne is a pretty man tor all that. 
Soldiers you know have their mistresses ev'ry 
where. 

L. Bab. I despise him. klo goes on your affair 
with the baronet ? 

L. Char. I baronet is a stupid wretch, and 1 
Shall have nothing to say to him. You are to be 
at Lovel's to-night, lady Bab? 


J. Bab. Unless I alter my mind—I don't admire 
visiting these commoners, lady Charlotte. 

L. Car. Oh, but Mrs. Kitty has taste. 

L. Bab. She aftects it. 

L Char. The Duke is fond of her, and he has 
zudgment. 

L. Bad. The Duke might show his judgment much 
better. [ Holding up her head. 

L. Char. There he is, and the baronet too.— 
Take no notice of them. —We'll rally them by-and- 
by. 
I. Bab. Dull souls! Let us set upa loud laugh, 
and leave 'em. 

I. Char. Ay—let us be gone; for the common 
people do $9 Stare at us—we shall certainly be 
mobb'd. 


Beta. Ha, ha, lia! —ha, ha, ha! [ Exeunt, 


Al 


la 
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Dvxr and Sir Hax come forward. 

Duke. 1 hey certainly San Us, ana are Sone off 
laughing at TEE Ann follow. 

Sir Har. No, no. 

Dyke. 1 must must have a party « f raillery 
with them, a bon mot or so. on Harrv, vou'!l ex- 
cuse me. Adieu; I be with you in the evening, 
it possible: though, hark ye! there 1s a bill depend 
ing in our house, which the ministry make a point ot 
our attending; and so You know, mum! we mu 
mind the stops of the great fiddle. —Adieu. LE? 

Sir Har. What a coxcomb tins is! and the telle 
can't read. It was but the other day that he was 
cow-boy in tho country; then was bound Prenti« e 10 
4 periwig- ina er, got mto m, lord duke's lamily, 


aid now ets 10 @ fine gentleman: O tempor, 0 


mores! 
N. -3 ter DUKES SrRVAN T. 
'y - . 8 - % « 
11 r | Are, prithe what ACE ME to do a? 
1 * 
Oels wh en WE COFLIE there 


Vir Jian, Wes U have the fiddles, | suppose. 

Dube. The fdgdles! 1 have done with dane ing cver 
Soce the lat fit of the cout. I'll tell yeu what, ny 
dear boy, 1 pos tively cannot be with them, unless ve 
have a little { M245 @ motron as if with the dice box. 

Ser Her. Vie, my lord duke. 

Duke. Look ve, baronet, 1 niist on it. -Who 


the devil Ot any tazh On CAN | I blu spend an even- 


ing without it ?—But 1 halt less whe 210 $,—--- 1JoW 
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grave you look, ha, ha, ha --- Well, let there be 
fiddles. 

Sir Har. But, my dear lord, I all be quite mi- 
scrable without vou. | 

Duke, Well, I wor't be particular; I'll do as the 
rest do.—Tol, lol, lol. [| &az! s:nging ene dancing, 

Sir Har. (s0lus.) He had the assurance last winter, 
to court a tradesman's daughter in the city, with two 
thousand pounds to her fortunc,—and got me to 
write his love-jetters. He pretended to be an ensign 
in a marching iegiment; so wheedied the old tolks 
into consent, and would have carried the girl off, 
but was unluckily prevented by the washerwoman, 
who happened to be his first cousin. 


Enter PHILIP. 


Mr. Philip, your servant. 

Phil. You are welcome to England, Sir Harry; I 
hope you received the card, and will do us the ho- 
nour of your company. 


My master is gone into 
Devonshire.—We'll have a roaring night. 

Sir Har. I'll certainly wait on you. 

Phil. The girls will be with us. 

Ser Hay. Is this a wedding-supper, Philip? 

Phil. What do you mean, Sir Harry? 

Ser Her. The duke tells me so. 

Phil. The duke's a fool. 

Ser Har, Take care what you say; his grace is 2 


bruiser. 


Phil. I am a pupil of the same academy, and not 


afraid of him, I assure you. Sir Harry, we'll have 2 
noble batch—I have such wing for vou! 


to 


t 
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Sir Har. I am your man, Phil. 
Phul. Egad the cellar shall bleed: I have some 
Burgundy that 1s fit tor an emperor, 


My mas- 
ter would have given his cars for some of it tother 
day, to treat my lord what d'ye-call-him with; but 
I told him it was all gone—ha! charity begins at 
home, ha! Odso, here is Mr. Freeman, my 
ma-ter's intimate friend; he's a dry one—Dor't let 
us be cen together---he'tl suspect something. 

Fer Har. I ain gone. 

Phil, Away, away remember--- Burgundy 
is the word. 

Sir Hlev. Right---Long corks! ha, Phil! | Mremicks 
thr drawing of a cork. J--- Yours. [ Exeunt. 

Pi, Now tor a cast of my fee A starch 


phiz, a canting phrase, and as many lies as necessary. 
—Hem'! 


Friter FREEMAN, 


Free. Oh, Philip—How do you do, Philip !—You 
have lost your master, 1 find. 

Phil. It is a loss indeed, Sir.—So good a gentle. 
man!---He must be nearly got into Devonshire by 
this time. Sir, your Servant. 

Free. Why in such a hurry, Philip? 

Piil. I shall leave the house as little as possible, 
now his honour is away. 

Free, You are in the right, Philip. 

Phil, Servants at such times are too apt to be neg- 
ligent and extravagant, Sir. 

Free, True; the maxter's absence is the time to try 
good Servant in, 
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PA:“. It is so, Sir.---Sir, your Servant. [ Going, 

Free. Oh, Mr. Philip!---pray stay you must do 
me a piece of service. 

Phil. You command me, Sir -- [ Bows. 

Free. I look upon you, Philip, as one of the best 
behaved, most sensible, completest ( Philip bows) 
rascals in the world. [ Arrde, 

Pil. Your honour is pleased to compliment. 

Free. There is a tenant of mine in Essex, a very 


honest man Poor fellow, he has a great num- 
ber of cluldren; and they have sent me one of em, 
a tall gawky boy, to make a servant of; but my folks 
say they can do nothing with him. 

Phil. Let me have him, Sir. 

Free. In truth he is an unlick'd cub. 

Pl, I will lick him into something, 1 warrant you, 
Oo Now my master is absent, 1 shall have a 
good deal of time upon my hands; and 1 hate to be 
idle, Sir: in two months I'll engage to nnish him. 

Free. I don't doubt it. LAside. 

%. 1 have twenty pupils in the parish of St. 
Tames's ; and for a table, or a side- board, or behind 
an equipage, or in the delivery ot a messa e, or any 
thing owes 

Free, What have you for entrance ? 

Phil. 1 always leave it to gentlemen's generos:ty. 

Free. Here is a guinca beg he may be taken 
care of. 

Phil. That he shall, | promise vou ide.) You 
honour knows me. 


Free, Thoroughly. Ade. 
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Phil. When can I sce him, Sir? 

Free. Now ; directly---Call at my house and take 
him in your hand. 

Phil, Sir, I will be with you in a minute I 
will but step into the market to let the tradesmen 
know they must nut trust any of our servants, now 


they arc at bo ird u 52 Humph ' 
Free. How happy is Mr. Love! in so excellent a 
Servant ! [ Extt. 


Phil. Ha, ha, ha! This is one of my master's pru- 
dent friends, who dincs with hum three tunes a-week, 
and thinks he is mighty generous in giving me five 
guncas at Christmas. ------ Damn all such sneaking 
coundrels I say. [ Exit. 


SCENE III. The Servants Hall in Lover's House. 


Kix Gs To and COACHMAN, drunk and slecpy. 


[ A knocking at the coor, 
Kings. Some body knocks—Coachy, gogo to the 
door, coachy 


Coack, III nut go - do you g0----- you black 
d g. 
Rings. Devil shall fetch me if I go. [Knocking, 


Cogch, Why then let en $tav---1'll not go--- 
danmne----- Ay, Knock the door down, and let vour— 


zelt in. [ Anocking, 
Kings. Ay, ay, knock again---knock again 


Coach, Master is gone into Devonshire---$0 he 
can't be there---So I'll go to slcep. 
Kings, So will I---I'll go to sleep too. 
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Coact. Youlie, devil----- you shall not go to Sleep 
till 1 am asleep----- | am king of the kitchen. 


Kings, No, you are not King; but when vou are 
drunk, you are sulky as hell.--- Here is Cooky com- 


ing she is King and qucen too. 


Euter COOK. 

Wok. Somebody has knock'd at the door twenty 
times, and nobody hears.--- - Why, Coachman--- 
Kingston--- Ye drunken bears, why dont one of vou 
go to the door ? 

Coack, You go, Cook: you go 

Cook. Hang me it 1 g0----- 

Kings. Yes, VC, Cook, 20 NTol! V's P sv, T4 

Cook. Out, vou black toud-----!t is none of my 
business, and 90 I w:ll not. { Sits down, 

Euter PHILIP with LOVEL dis rH, d. 

Phil. 1 might have staid at the d 
the little man in the play ys, if 1 had not had the 
key of the door in my pocket W hat is Come to 
100 ail? 

Cook. There is John Coachman and Kingston as 
drunk as two bears. 

Phil. Ah, ha! my lads;---what, fnizh'd already? 
These are the very best of 8ervant -- - Poor tellows, 
I suppose they have been drinking their master's 
good journey---ha, ha, hau! 

Lov. No doubt on't. F Asrde. 

Pil. Yo ho! get to- bed, you dogs, and sleep your- 
selves sober, that you may be able to get drunk 
again by-and- by. 
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Lov. Anan ? 
Phil. Do You Ive Arn ; N ? 


Lov. Nes-- -I Loves alt 
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zen them to bed. 
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Ion. Humph ! Aide. 

%. Each of us must take a part, and sink it in 
our next weekly bills; that is the way. 

Tov, Soh! x [ Aide, 

Cook. Prithee, Philip, what boy is this? 

h. A boy of Freeman's recommending, 

Lov. Yes, I'm Squire Freeman's boy=—heh—— 

Cook, Freeman is « stingy hound, and you may tell 
him 1 say so. He dines here three times a week, and 
I never saw the colour of his money yet. 

Love Ha, ha, ha! that is good Freeman 
Shall have it. [Aude 

Cook, 1 must step to the tallow-chandler's to dis- 
pose of some ot my perquisites; and then I'll t 


about supper. 

Phil. Well said, Cook, that is right, the perqui- 
Site is the thing, Cook. 

Cook. Cloe, Cloc where are you, Coe ?—{ Calls, 


Enter CLor. 

Ce. Yes, mistress 

Cook. Take that box and follow me. [ Exit. 

Clor, Yes, mistress 1 akes the box - Whois this 
($eernsg Lovel.) Hee, hee, het ——Oh——Ths is 
pretty boy—— Hee, hen, hoe 1——Oh——Ths is 
pretty red hair, hee, hee, hee !——You shall be in 
love with me by-and-by Hee, hee ! 

[ Exit, chucking Lovel under the char. 

Lev. A very pretty amour Aide.) —Oh la 
what a fine room is this (is this the dining - room, 
pray, Sir? 


xit. 
this? 
1% 1S 
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Phil. No; our Crinking- room. 
Lov. Lay la! what a nne lady here is— This is ma 


dam, I suppose. 
Phil, Where have you been, Kitty ? 


Enter KITTY. 

Kit. 1 have been disposing of swme of hes Honour's 
chirts and other linen, winch it is a shame his Ho- 
nour Should wear any loncer— Mother Barter is 
above, and waits to Know 11 von have any commands 
for her. 

Phil. I shall disposs of iny wartrobe to-nwrrow, 


Kit. Who have ve here ? [ Love! bows. 
Phil. A boy of Freeman's; a poor $illy 100 — 
Lov. Thank you Ad- 


Phil. 1 intend the entertainment this evening as a 
compliment to yon, Kitty, 

Kit. 1 am your humble, Nr, Philip. 

Plal, But I beg 1 may see none af vour airs, or 
bear anv of Your French gibberish with the Duke. 

Att. Don't be jealous, Plul. [ Fawningly. 

Pi. J intend, bctore our marriage, to sttle 
Hmething handsome upon von; and with the five 
hundred pounds which I have already saved in this 
extravagant tellow*s „ — 

Lov. A dog! C Add. — 0 la, la! what! have 
vou got five hundred pounds? 

Phil. Peace, blockhead— 

Kit. I' tell you what you hall do, Phil. 

Plul, Ay, what shall 1 do? 

Ait. You shall set up a chocolate-house my dear 
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Phil. Yes, and be cuckolded—— [ Apar:. 


Kit. You know my education was a very genteel 


ö | : | 1 | *3 1 

one. — I was a half-boarder at Chelsca, and I Speak 
} rennen I; E A Bate CE —( Ommen Tens 1 1 Tus, 
* 
41 | uk * 4 

/ 1 Ty 1 

* ly | 

Kit. One is nvtiun; without Frey -I Shall Shin 


in the bar—— Do you speak French, boy 

Lov, Anan—— 

Kit. Anan——O the fool! ha, ha, ha'!—Com 
106 1e; do, 41a let me _ new mould Vol a little 
mus be 4 oO boy, and wait upon 1. ent. 
to-night. [ She ties und f. 


TY 1 
vou, Ini do my b 


pole. 
Phil, Kit. Ha, ha, ha 
Kt, There now you are some t! 16. — Ci 


Philip, give the boy a lesson, md then une 
him out of lie Servant's G1 

Phil. Come, Sir, first Hold up your head— 
well——Turn out your toes, dir— erh well Nes 
Call coach — 

Lov. What is call coach ? 

Phil. Thus, Siren, Ch, coach! 1 


Lov. Coach, coach, cou: 


_— 


” - 1 1» " . RK | 9 
Phil. Admirable !—tis tee has a £09 


Now, Sir, tell me @ he. 
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rt. Tothe Coachman. 
"n „It your good master on you doats, 
| | «K Ne'er lcave his houst to scrve a Stranger - 
1 « But pocket hay, and straw, and oats, 
« And let the horses cat the manger,”” 
Lov. Eat the manger! —he, he, he! 
Kit. 1 won't give you too much at a time—Here, 
boy, take the book, and read it every night and 
morning before vou sa, YOur Pavers. 
} Phil. Ha, ha, ha! very good; but now for busi- 
. ness. | 
Kit. Right—I'l go and get one of the damask 
table cloths, and some naphinsz and be sure, Phil. 
our Side- board 15 very SMart. 


* 


3 
— — 


[ Ext, 

1 Phil, That it hal- Come, Jemmy— [It. 

1 Lov. Sch! —$0h lt works well. {4 xt, 
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ACTI [1 » 


NE. % Screants) Hall, with the Supper and 


Na CT a ver l 


— 


P4itir, KITTY, and Lovrt. 


g Atty. 
* 
i VII., Phil, what think vou? Don't we look 


4 very smart Nou let em COME AS SOON as they 
vv . jt] read tor 'em 


0 Kt. But v hat 
Phi. Why, 1 wish we could get that snarling cur, 
Jom, to 1 one. 
Kit, What is the matter with hum? 
Fad. | 4 { know— he 18 a queer son 01 3— 
Nie Oh, L know him; he 1s one of your sneakin 


LWhred tollows, that preters his master's imtetest 


4310 n . . 5 * 


Euter Ton. 


—And why won't von make one to- night, Tom ?—— 
Here's Cook and Coachman, and all of us. 
en again, 1 will not make one. 
D, We chli have something that's good. 
In. And mate vour master pay for it. 
C 3 
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Phil, 1 warrant, now, you think yourself mighty 
honest———ha, ha, ha! 

Tom. A little honester than you, I hope, and not 
brag neither. 

Kit. Hark you, Mr. Honesty, don't be aucy— 

Lov, T his is worth listening to. [ Aside, 

Tom. What, madam, you are atraid tor your cully, 
are you ? 

Alt. Cully, sirrah, cutly! Afraid, <irrah ! afraid 
of what ? LC up to Ton. 

Phil. Ay, Sir, afraid of what? 

| Goes up on the other side. 

Lov. Ay, Sir, afraid of what ? [ Gocs up too. 

Tom, 1 value none of you—l know your tricks. 

Piil. What do you know, sirrah ? 

Alt. Ay, what do you know? 

Lov. Ay, Sir, what do you know ? 

Tom. I Know that vou two are in fee with every 
tradesman belonging to the house—and that you, 
Mr. Clodpolc, are in a fair way to be hang d 

| [ Strikes Lovel, 

Phil. What do you strike the boy tor? 

Lov, It is an honest blow. { Axide, 

Tom, I'll strike him again 
that bring a scandal upon us all. 

Kit. Come, none of your unpudence, Tom. 

Tom. F.gad, madam, the gentry may well com- 
plain, when they get such servants as you in their 
houses. There's your good triend, mother Bar- 


'I1s such as you 


ter, the old cloaths woman, the greatest thiet in town, 


just now gone out with her apron full of his hotour's 
l:nen, 


ly 


A# 11. HIGH LIFE BELOW STAIRS. JL 


Kit. Well, Sir, and did you never ha? 

Tom. No, never: I have lived with his honour 
four vears and never took the value of that { Snap. 
ping ks fingers.) His honour is a prince, gives noble 
wages, and Keeps nuble company; and yet you two 
zre not contented, but cheat him wherever you can 
lay your fingers. —Shame on you! 

Lov. The tvllow thought a rogue, is the only ho- 
nest Servant in my house. [ Asrde. 

Kit. Out you mealy-mouth d cur. 

Phil. Well, go tell his honour, do ha, ha, ha! 

Tom, 1 «corn that—Damn an informer !—But yet 
| hope his honour will find you two out one day or 
[ Extt. 


other, —that's al! 

Kit This fellow must be taken care of. 

Phil. Il do his business for him, when his ho- 
nour comes to town. 

Lov. You lie you scoundrel, vou will not. LAside. 
— Ola! here's a fine gentleman. 


Enter DUKE'S SERVANT, 
Duke. Ah, ma chere mademseile! Comment vou 


portez Vous. [ Salute, 
Ait. Fort bien je vous remercier, Monsieur. 
Pil. Now we shall have nonsense by wholesale. 
Duke. How do you do, Philip ? 
Phil. Your grace's humble servant 
Duke, But, my dear Kitty—— [74k apart · 
Phil, Jenny 
Lov, Anan 
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Phi. Come along with me, and Il make you (ee 
of the cellar. 

Lov. Yes—lI will—Þut won't you ask he to drink 

Phil, No, no; he will have his share by-and 


. by 
—— Come along. 
Lov. Yes. [/ Welw?! Filip and 1 7 4 
Rt. Indeed I thought your Grace an age in com- 
ing. 
Due. Upon honour, our house 1s but this moment 
up.—You have a damn'd vile collection of pictures, 


observe, above stairs, Kitty ,—Your ' 
no taste. 


Ole I; 


Ret. No taste! that's impossible, for he has laid 
out a vast deal of money. 

Duke. There is not an original picture in the wi 
collection —— Where could he pick 'em up 

Kit. He employs three or four mente bas lor hun 
and he alu ays pays for orivinals, 

Duke. Donnez moi votre cau de luce — I bend 
aches contoundedly Se ares e wned hot - 
Kitty, my dear, I hear vou are going to be married 

Kit. Pardonnez moi tor that. 

Duke. If you get a boy, Ill be godfather, faith— 

Ritz. How vou ranle, duke !——1 am thinking, 
m lord, when I had the honour to ce you first, 

Duke. At the play, Mademseille.—— 

K:t. Your Grace loves a play? 

Duke. No—it is a dull old-fashioned cntertain- 
ment; 1 hate it 


R.. Well, give uit a good tragedy, 
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Duke. It must not be a modern one then—You 
are devilish handsome, Kate—Kiss me— 
[ Offers to Ai, her, 
Fnter Sir HAkRY'S SERVANT. 
dir Har. Oho!—are you thereabuuts, my Lord 
Duke ? That may do very well by-and-by How - 
ever, you'll never find me behind hand. 
[OZ-rs to Ai her. 
Duke. Stand off, you are a Commoner—Nothing 
under nobility approaches Kitty. 
Sir Har. You are so devillsh proud of your no- 
tility—Now, I think, we have more true nobility 
than you—-Let me tell you, Sir, a knight of the 


Shire— 

Duke. A Kuight of the Shure! ha, ha, ha! a mich - 
ty honour, truly, to represent all the tools in the 
county. . 

Kit. O lud this is Charming, to see two noble- 
men quarrel. 

Sir Har, Why, any fool may be born to a title, 
but only a wise man can make himseit honourable; 

Ait, Well said, Sir Harry, that is good morzulity. 

Dake. I hope you make Some ditterence between 
brreditary honours and the huzza's of a mob. 

Kit. Very smart, my lord —Now, Sir Harry— 

dr Har, If you make use of your hereditary ho- 
cours to screen you trom debt 

Duke, Zounds, Sir, what do you mean by that? 

Alt. Hold, hold I shall have Some tine old noble 
divod Spilt here—Ha' done, Sir Harry 

yr Har, Not I- Why, he is always valuing him- 
elf upon his upper house. 
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#44 


Dake. We have digmty. [ S/ow. 
Sir Har. But what becomes of your dignity, if we 
refuse the supplies. | 12 


Kit. Peace, pcace— Here's lady Bab 


Fyter Lady BaB's SERVANT zn@ Lair. 
— Dear lady Pab— 

J. Ba. Mrs. Kitty, vour servant—I was afraid 
of takin 4 cold, and So ordered the chair down sta rs. 
Well, and how do vou do ?—My lord Duke, your $cr- 
vant—and dir lian too0—Vours. © 

Duke Your ladvship's devoted 

JL. Pa. Ym atraid 1 have trespassed in point of 
time Leos on her watck. — But 1 t im 
vourite author. 

Duke. Yes; I tound her ladvship at her sta 
this morning Some wicked poem— 

L. Bab. O you wretch'—T. never read but one 
book. 

Kit. What is vour ladyship 50 fond o: 

L. Bas. Shikstur, Did vou: nt road. 4 
8 * # | | 
l 

Kit. Suu In 417 pe wrote it \ 
I never read S445; 
IL. Bas. Then you have an 1mense picayure 1 
Come. 

Kit. Well then, Il read it over one aiicrnuun or 
other —llere's Lady Charlotte. 


Foter Jad CnantortrTy's Xlalip in a Cha 
—Dear Lady Charlotte 


. 


57 
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L. Char. Oh, VIrs. Kitty, ] thought I never 
shou'd have reach'd „n: house —suchi a fit of the 
cholic sciz'd me—Oh, lady bub, how long has your 
ladyship been here ?- My chairmen were such 
drones—My Lord Duke! the pink ot all good breed - 


ing. 


Duke. O Ma'am !— [ Bowing. 
I. Cher. And Sir Harry !—Your servant, Sir 
Harrv. [ Formally. 


Sir Har, Madam, vour servant—1 am sorry to 
hear your lady ship has been i. 

I. Char. You must give me leave to doubt 
the S${1CETITY oi that SOrruW, dit Cnember the 
Park. 

Sir Harry. The Park! I'll explain that affair, 
Madam. 

L. Crean | want now ot vour explanations. 

3 
[ Scornfully 
3 4 4 & © D. il lad ( harlotte! 


L. Char. No, Sir; 1 have observ'd your cool- 


ness or late, and despise yor. A trumpery baronet ! 

Ser Harry, Ie how it is; nothing will satisfy 
vou but nu! ity 1 hat $1 dog the marquis 

. None ot Your reflections, dir— The 
marquis is a person of hunour, and above inquiring 
atter a lady's fortune, as yuu meanly did. 

Sir Harry, I—l— Madam? I corn such a thing 
—1 asSurc you, Madam, 1 never—that is to Say— 
Egad 1 ain contounded My Lord Duke, what 
Sha!l say to her? Pray help me out. [ Astde. 

Date, Ask her to shon het legs—ha, ha, ha ! 


[ Aide. 
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Enter Pattie and LOVEL, loaded with Bottles. 

Phil. Here, my little peer---here is wine that 
will ennoble your blood---Both your ladyships most 
humble servant. 

Lov. ( Aﬀefing to be drunk. }) Both your ladyship; 
moſt humble servant. 

Kit. Why, Philip, you have made the bor 
drunk. - 

Phil. I have made him free of the ccllar.--la, 
ha, ha! 

Lov. Yes, I am free---I very tree--- 

Phil. He has had a smack of every sort of wine, 
from humble port to imperial Tokay. 

Lov, Yes, I have been drinking Kokay. 

Kit. Go, get you some sleep, child, that vou 
may wait on his lordship by-and- by. 

Lov. Thank vou, Madam---I will certainly wart 
on their lordships, and their ladyships too. 

LA, and exit. 

Phil. Well, ladies, what ay you to a dance, and 
then to supper? Have you had vour teu? 

All. A dance, a dance! no tca---no tea.” 

© Phil, Here, fiddler---( cells. ) 1 have provided 
© a very. good hand, you fee, 


Enter FiDDIYR with @ wooden (eg, 


© Sir Harry. Not so well legg'd, Mr. Philip. 

4 All. Ha, ha, ha 

© Duke. Le drole !---Hark ye, Mr.---which leg 
do you beat time with ? 

« A!!, Ha, ha, ha! { Loud lang!. 
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« Sir Har. What can vou play, Domine“ 

« Fid. Any thing, an't please your honour, from 
e a jig to a Sonata. 

Phil. Come here —Where are all our people? 


Enter Coacrnumas, Coor, KINGSTON, Cox. 
l' couple you—My lord Duke will take Kit- 
« ty,—Lady Bab will do me the honour of her hand; 
© Sir Harry and lady Charlotte—Coachman and 
© Cook, and the two devils dance together—ha, 
© ha, ha! 

Duke. With subnussion, the country dances by- | 
and-by. 

Lady Char. Ay, ay, French dances before supper, 
and country-dances atter.—l beg the Duke and Mrs. 
Kitty may give us a minuet. 

Duke. Dear lady Charlotte, consider my poor 
cout—Sir Harry will oblige us. [Str Harry bows. 

All, Minuet, Sir Ratry—minuet, Sir Harry — 

Lid. What winuet wou'd your honours please to 
have ? 

Kit. What minuet!—Let me $see—Play Marshal 
Thinzumbob's minuet. 

[4 munuet by Sir Harry and Kitty, aukward and 

conccited. ] 

Lady Car. Mrs. Kitty dances sweetly. 

Phi. And Sir Harry delightfully. 

Duke, Well enough tor a commoner. 

Pli!. Come, now to supper.—A gentleman and 
lady Here, fiddler, gives money ), wait without. 

Fid. Yes, an't please your honour. 

[ Exit with @ tankard. 
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Pi. (They $1! down, We will set the wine on the 
table Here is claret, burgundy, and champagne, 
and a bottle of tokay for the ladies. — There are 
tickets on every bottle——l1t any gentleman Chouoses 
port— 

Duke. Tis only nit for a drum, 


Kit. Lady Bab, what shall 1 send vou? Lady 
Charlotte, pray bo free the more tree the * 
welcome, as they iy in my country. — The gen- 
tlemen will be <0 good as to take care of themselves. 

[1 pause. 

Duke. Lady Charlotte, “ Hub or Nob!“ 

Lady Char. Done—my Lord—1n Burgundy, it you 
please. 

Dull. Here's your sweetheart and mine, and the 
friends of the company. [ They drink. A pause. 

Phil. Come, ladies and gentlemen, a bumper all 
round—1 have a health or you—— “ Here is to 
« tie amendment of our masters and mistresses.“ 

Ail; Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 

[ Loud laugh. A pause. 

Kit. Tad es, pray what is your opinion of a single- 
Fenteman's service:! 

Lady Char. Do you mean an dd vingle-gen- 
tienun? 

Ail. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! [ Loud laugh. 

%. RI Lord Duke, your toast. 

Duke. Lady Betty 

%%. Gl —A health and a sentiment. 

Dut-, A tralth and a sentiment — No, no, let us 
have song. — dir Iarxy, our song — 


U 
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Fir Har, Would you have it )— Well then—Mrs. 
Kitty, we must call upon yuu.---Will you honour 
my muse 

All. A song, a song! ay, av, Sir Harry's song 
Sir Harry's song 0 

Duke. A song to be sure but first preludo,.— 
Kisses Kitty. )——Pray, gentlemen, put it about. 

[ Aris1ng round —RKAings'on u Cloe heartily, 

Sir Har. Sce how the devils kiss! 

Kit. I'm really hoarse ; but---hem---I must clear 
up my pipes —hem—1 his is Sir Harry's s ne : being 
a new song, int tled and called, 7 ac Felle Servant ;; 
er, All in a Livery, ( Sings. ) 

1. 

Come here, fellow-gervant, and listen to me, 

I how vou how those of superior deres 

Are ouly dependents, no bettet than we. 

Chorus. Both high and low in this do agree, 
'Tis here fellow-scrvant, 
And there te: low-se1 Vant, 
And all in a lwervy. 
IT. 

See vonder fine spark in embroidery drest, 

Who bows t» the great, and it they smile is blest ; 

What is he 1'faith, but à servant at bet. 

Cho. Both high, &c. 
III. 


Nature made all alike, no distinction she craves; 
$0 we laugh at the great world, its fools and ts knaves , 
For we are all servants, but they are all Slaves, 
Cho. Both high, &c. 
D 2 
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IV. 
The fat-shining glutton looks up to the shelf, 
The wrinkled Ican miser bows down to his pelf, 
And the curl-pated beau is a slave to himself, 
Cho. Both high, &c. 


V. 
The gay sparkling belle, who the whole town alarms, 
And with eyes, lips, and neck, scts the smarts all in arms, 
Is a vassal herself, a mere drudge to her charms, 


Cao. Both high, &c. 


VI. 
Then we'll drink like our betters, and laugh, sing, end love, 
And when $ick of one place, to another we'll move; 
For, with ]'i:le and great, the best joy is to rove, 
Cho. Both high and low in this do agree, 
That tis here {clloweservant, 
And there {ellow-gervant, 


Ard all in a livery. 


Ph:t. Hou do 1 Ou like it, my Lord Duke 

Dude. It is a danin'd vile COMPOSItion—- 

Phi!. How 802 

Duke. O very low i very low indeed! 

Str Har. Can you make a better 

Duke. I hot © SO. 

Sir Har, That is very conceited. 

Due. What is conceited, you scoundre! ? 

dir Har. Scoundrel !—You are a rascal— TI 


pull you by the nose [ All rie. 
Duke, Look ye, friend, don't give yourself airs, 
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and make a disturbance among the ladies—Tf you 
are a gentleman, name your weapons, 
Sir Har. Weapons! — What you will—Pistols— 
Duke. Done—behind Montague-hous- 
Sir Har. Done—v ith cconds. 
Duke, Done 
Phil. Oh, for shame, gentlemen !- My Lord Duke 
Sir Harry, the ladies — fie! 
[Duke and Sir Harry affect to ging. 
Phil, { A mirient knocking. ) What the devil can 
that be, Kitty ? 
Kit. Who can it possiby be 7 
love, Phil. Kingston, run up stairs and peep. Exit 
Kingston.) It sounds like my master's ray—Pray 
Heaven it is not he'—/ Enter Aingston, )—Well, 
Kingston, what is it ? 
King. It is master and Mr. Freeman—l peep'd 
thro' the Keyhole, and saw them by the lamp-light— 
Tom has just let them i — 


my 


Phil. The devil he has! What can have broug!“ 
him back ? 
Kit. No matter what—avway with the thin 
Phil, Away with the wine—Away with the plate 
—Here Coachman, Cook, (toe, Kingston, beer « hand 
—Out with the candies — Av av, au ay. 
[ T hey carry away the table, &c. 
Visitors. What shall we do + What stall we do? 
[ They all run about in confusion. 


Pl Kit, Run up stairs, ladies. 
rise. Phil, No, no, no! —He'll see you then 
airs, Kr Har, What the devil had 1 to do here! 
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Duke, Pox take it, face it out. 

Sir Har, Oh no; these West-Indians are very 
fierv. ; 

Phil, 1 wou'd not have him sce any of you for the 
world. 

Lov. (without) Philip-—Where's Philip? 

Phil. Oh the devil! he's certainly coming dowr 
Sta'rs 


Sir Harry, run down into the cellar—My 
Lord Duke, get into the pantry—Away, away ! 

Kit. No, no! do you put their ladvships into the 
pantry, and PI take his grace into the coal-hoje, 

Visitors. Any where, any where—up the chininey, 
if you will. 

Phil, I here—in with you, 

C1] hcy nil ec inte the pantry, 

Lov. (without) Philip-<Phibp— 

Phil. Cotaing, Sir— C ond. n have you 
never a good Hook to be reading o: 

rt. Yes, ere eis one. 

Phil. *Egal this is black Monday with us— dn 
down—Scemto read your book-- Here he is, as drunk 
AS 2 piper LTV $2t down, 


Enter Love i. with proitols, affetting to be arunk ; FREE» 
MAN following. 

Lov, Philip, the on of Alexander the Great, 
where are all my myrmidons!—What the devil 
makes you up 50 early this morning ? 

Phil, He is very drunk indeed Ae. }—Mrs. 
Kitty and 1 had got into a good bock, your honour. 

Fre:, Ay, ay, they have been well employed, | 
dare say—lia, ha, ha! 


ey, 
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Jer. Come sit down, Freeman-—Lic vou there — 
( Lays tins pistols down, ) 1 come a Intle unexpectedly, 
perhaps, Philip. 

Phil. A good servant is never afraid of being 
caught, Sir— 

Lov, I have some accounts thift 1 must settle 

Pl. Accounts, Sir! —Tomg't? 

Lov, Yes, to night—1 find myself perfectly clear 
vou shall sce l' settle them 1n 2 1wmikimng. 

Phil. Your honour will go into the parlour? 

Tov, No, I Il settle em all here. — 

Kit. Your honour must not sit lie 

Im, Why nut ? 

Kit. You will certainly take cold, dir; the room 


has not been va hed Above an hour, 


Lov, What a cursed lie that is! Aude. 
Duke, Philip— Php —Philp. [ Perping out. 
Phil. Pox take you !--hold your tongue [ Ade, 
Free, You have tust nick'd them in the very mi- 
mite. [Aude to Lonel. 


Tod, 1 find 1 have- Mum ede to Freeman. ) 
Get some wine, Philip Ext P/:4p.)--Theugh ! 
must eat something before I drink—Kiny, vhat 
have you got in the pantry ? 

Kit. In the pantry ? Lard, your honour! we are at 
board-wayes.— 


Free, I could cat a morsel of cold meat. 

Lov. You shall have it—Here—{ Rz375. - Open 
the pantry door—I Il be about your board- wages !— 
| have treated you often, now vou shall treat your 
master | 
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Kit. If 1 may be believed, Sir, there is not 3 
scrap of any thing in the world in the pantry. 
[ Opposing him, 
Low. Well, then, we must be contented, Freeman. 
Let us have a crust of biead and a bottle of wine. 
{ Sets dο avan, 
Kit. Sir, had not my master better go to hed!— 
( Makes signs to Freeman that Lowe! is drunk, 
Lov. Bed! not I— il sit here all richt—Tis 
very pleasant, and nothing like variety in lite. 
Sir Har. ( Peeping.) Mrs. Kitty—Nirs. Kitty— 
Kit. Peace on your lite. [ 4:2de, 
Lov. Kitty, what voice 15 that ? 
Kit. Nobody's, Sir.—Hem— 
Lov. [Hi brings wine.) Soh—very wel 
Now do vou two march offt—March off, 1 say.— 
Phit, We can't think of leaving your honour— 
For egad, if we do, we are undon”. [ Aide, 
Lov. Begone—My service to you, Freeman—T his 
is good Stulf— 
Free. Excellent. [Somebody tn the pantry sner2s. 
Kit. We are undone ; undone. Aude. 
Phil. Oh, that is the duke's damn'd rapee. LAude. 
Lov. Didn't vou hear a noise, Charles ? 
Free. Somebody sneez'd, I thought. 
Lov. Damn it, there arc thieves in the house—T'lt 
be among em, — iT akes a pitol, 
Rit. Lack-a-day, Sir, it was only the cat—T hey 
sometimes Sncczc tor all the world like a christian— 
Here, Jack, Jack—He has got cold, Six—Pus= 
Fu 
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Lov. A cold: — then I'll cure him— Here, Jack, 
lack—Puss, Puss— 

Kit. Your Honour won't be so rash—Pray, your 
Honour, don't— { Opposing « 

Lov. Stand ofi—Here, Freewman—herc's a barrel 
for business, with a brace of Slugs, and well prim'd, 
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as you see—Freeman—Pl hold you five to four 
nay, I'll hold you two to one, I hit the cat through 
the key-hole of that pantry-door. 

Free. Irv, try; but 1 think it impossible. 

Lov. 1 am a damn'd good marksman (Cocks the prs- 
tol, and Points it at the pantry oor. J—Now for it! 
{A violent Irie, and all 1; discovered. )—Who the 
devil are these: 


One—two—three—tour 

Phil, They are particular friends of mine, Sir; 
zervants to some noblemen in the negh bourhood, 

Lov. I told you there were thieves in the house 

Free, Ha, ha, ha! 

Phil, Jassure your Honour they have been entere 
tained at our one Xpence, UPUN NS) word. 

Kit, Yes, indeed, your Honvuur, if it was the last 
vord 1 had to speak — 

Lov. Take up that bottle (Aid takes up à bottle 
th a ticket tO ity, and is gorng off. )—Bring it back, 
Do you usually entertain vour company with Tokays 
Monsicur ? 

Phil. I, Sir, treat with wine! 

Lov. O ves, from humble Port tormperial Tokay too. 
Yes, I loves KRokay. [ Munacking hinself. 

Phil. How !—]Jerumy, my master! 

Alt. Jemmy !—the devil! 
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Plul. Your Honour is at present in liquor—but in 
the moraing, when your Honour 1s recovered, I will 
set all to rights again. 

Los. (changing hats countenance.) We'll st all to 
rights now—1 here, I am sober, at your service 
What have you to say, Philip? (Php sarts.)You 
may well start—Go, get out of my sight. 

Duke. Sir—I have not the honour to be known t9 
you, but 1 have the honour to serve his Grace the 
Duke of 

Lov, And the impudence, familiarly to assume hi: 
nle—Y our Grace will give mc 


cave to tell vou; 
that 13 the door—And it vou ever enter there Again 
I assure YOu, NY Lord Duke, I will break cyc1 \ bone, 
in your Grace's sKin—Begornc— 

Duke. (Aside.) Low-bred tellows. F Ext 

Lov. I beg your ladyships pardon—perhays they 
Cannot go without chaurs—ha, ba, ha! 

F: ec, Ha, ha, ha 

L. Char. This comes Hing commoners. [tut. 

JL. Bab. They are downright Hottenpots, Dutt. 

Phil. and Kit. 1 hope youl honout Will not take 
away our bread. 

Lov. „Five hundred pounds will set you up ft a 
Ehocolate-house—Y ou'll shine in the bar, Madam.” 
l have been an eye-witness of your roguery, ex- 


travagance, and ingratitude. 

Phil. and Krit. Oh, Sir—Good Sir! 

Lov. You, Madam, may stay here till to-morrow 
morninz—And there, Madam, is the book you lent 
me, which I beg you'll read “ night and morning 
„before you say your prayers,*” 
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Kit. Jam ruin'd and undone, 
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FF xrt. 
Lov. But vou, Sir, tor your villainv, and (what J 
by pocris 


hate worse) vou hall not Stay a minute 


and her- com 
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5 an honest man 
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Jom, I re pref ind vat YOu Y ou arc an honest 
of want, and Shall never want encouragement—gBe 50 
Tom, as 


nw #0 . 
hou { (1 Tr 


good, to cee that gentleman out of my 
ts to H. and then take charge og 
the cellar aud | late. 

In. I thank vour Honour; but I would not rise 
or the ruin of a ftellow-scrvant. 

lov. No remon trances, Lom; it hall be as I gay 

Fil. What a cursed tool have I been! 

' Exeunt Servants, 

Lov. Well, Charles, I must thank vou for my fro- 
ic—it has been a wholesome one to me—Have [ 
done right ? 

Free, Entirely—No judge could have determin'd 
better,—As you punish'd the bad, it was but justice 
ta reward the good. — 

Lov, A faithful servant is a worthy character. 

© Free, And can never receive toe much encon- 
' ravement, 

. Lov. Right. 

Free. You have made Tom very happy. 

Lor, And I imtend to make your Robert so too. 
'=Every honest scrvant should be made happy.“ 
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Free Nut what an insufterable piece of assurance js 
it in some of theee tcllows to affect and imitate their 
masters manners? 

Lov. What manners must those be which they can 
imitate ? 

Free. True. 

Low. If persons of rank would at up to their 
standard, it would be 1mpossible that their servants 
could ape them —But when they affect every thine 
that is ridiculous, it will be in the power of any low 


/ 0 1 
creature to tollow their exampic, 
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